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Peak. Why anyone would carry skis into Death Valley is beyond
comprehension.
I bought all the Jayhawker relics, my admiration for the pioneers
who subdued the West amounting almost to worship. The tragic
adventures o£ the Jayhawker and Manly parties in Death Valley
during that first winter of the gold-rush are famous chapters in the
epic of California. The Jayhawkers gave themselves that nick-
name. They were not really bushwhackers of the Kansas "free-
state" struggle, but men, women, and children from all over the
Mississippi Valley. The Jayhawkers and a fifty-wagon train guided
by Captain Smith were independent caravans which were lost in
the bewildering country east of Death Valley, in what is now
Nevada. William Lewis Manly, a young Vermonter, climbed a high
butte and in the west saw the snowy peaks of the Sierra Nevada.
Both parties then turned in that direction, little aware of the sterile
desert that lay between.
To both parties came the same fate—wanderings over the track-
less waste that suggest those of the Children of Israel, food giving
out, babies and children moaning for water, oxen being killed for
meat and wagons split up for fuel. At any time Manly could have
saved himself, but he preferred to remain to save all. Finding the
trickle of a spring of fresh water, the party made a permanent camp,
while Manly and a young man named Rogers started west on foot
to bring help. They promised to be back in ten days, but had to
travel to San Fernando, in the middle of California, to reach the first
settlement. It was twenty-six days before they returned with water
and food, to find half their party dead. With a trail now broken,
the remnant of the Smith outfit deserted the wagons and crossed on
foot, reaching San Fernando in February, 1850.
Young Manly's rescue trip remains a classic tale. The Jayhawkers
had much the same experience in Death Valley. Afterwards the
survivors of the Jayhawker caravan formed an association which
held annual reunions that were a feature of Californian life until the
turn of the century.
Fired by the success of the shivering curio-dealer, I kept watch for
pioneer traces myself, and one day actually discovered an ancient
camp which I could identify as that of the Manly party. A few
coals of the last camp-fire still lay in the sand, and I gathered up

